And formed two boots like gun-boats huge and stout
And mainsail shorts to clothe that mighty Scout;
His scouting-pole should be a Tamarack
Able the dome of Parthenon to crack;
And I should not be gasconading here
But hiding somewhere farther in the rear:
But as you are, I come and sit nearby
Not knowing if to chuckle or to cry,
For joined in one, the creature you produce
Is neither fit for ornament nor use.
Let us arrange our books upon the shelves, The age is mania, you forswear yourselves. Your mania is too general to see, And that is why you throw half-bricks at me, We each have films in which we love to star And kid ourselves we're others than we are: Between yourselves your folly you connive at Since yours is general as mine is private. Some in the future, others in the past Try to escape from their own selves at last, They change their periods, forswear their time, And on sincerity they blame the crime. For all, it seems, were hypocrites before Their natures they so honestly forswore,